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“It re very beautiful — very!” 

Hadur turned on her with a desperate terror. 

“Beautiful! Accursed, you mean! You must not be fascinated by it. 
Cover it up; you must not let that mark work on you as the Prince 
intends.” 

hand over the strange mark, and holding Evadne within the shelter of his 
arm. His instinct and training prompted him to make light of the whole 

habit of resolutely turning his back on the numerous occult phenomena 
which he encountered in the East. Not that he blundered by lowing the 
natives his complete disbelief in their many .superstitions, with the 
exception of Hadur, but he cherished the belief that nothing supernatural 

Something deeper than either instinct or training stirred in him now. 














pletely. “Splendid! Youll be careful thou^, 
low, Prince Dena, may be hanging about on 
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of dreams where she walked alone. It was useless. The gulf between them 
yawned as wide as death itself. 


"I’VE ORDERED THE CAR ROUND for seven-thirty this evening. Lady 
Willet's maid can follow when she has finished packing the trunks. We’ll 
take the light lu^age with us. It’s rather awkward about leaving the 
excavation work, but if you return here after seeing us off at Port Said, it 
will make very little difference. You 11 have all those letters and contracts 
ready for me to sign before I go, Hadur! ” 

“Since your mind is made up, I will have all in readiftess,” replied the 
secretary gravely. “Won’t you reconsider this decision, Sir Hugh? You are 
making a grave mistake, and playing into the enemy’s hands by this hasty . 
move. To travel in haste, by night, and without preparation or defense 
against attack is to give the Sitt Evadne into his hands.” 

“What defense have we, if half you suspect is true? Not that I can credit 
your beliefs in his magic! All I know is that she has been hypnotized by 
this infernal scoundrel, and that I’m going to take her where shell be safe 
from the sight and sound of him.” 

“My dear!” Hadur reverted to his native Arabic and mode of address, 
when profoundly moved. “Anger and sorrow blind thee to the truth. 
There^e means of protection if thou wert willing to submit. The width of 
tile wide earth between the Sitt and this Magus will avail nothing. She 

inner subjugation. Until tiiat mark fades, she belongs to the High Priest 
who set it upon her.” 

"Good Heavens, man, what more can Lilo to have the mark removed? If 
the electric needle can’t touch it, what can?” 

“One thing alone! ” Hadur answered solemnly. “The Higji Priest must die. 
Until he does, it is useless to take refuge in flight, and it will but bring a 
heavier weight of evil upon us all. ” 

The other’s face clouded. ‘T wish I could stay and settle him myself.” He 
patted a pocket significantly. “But when you return, I give you carte 
Uanche to use my name, and draw on me for any money you need to get 
rid of him. If you could get the authorities on his track, let them discover 
this beastly sacrifice business you say he practices, it ought to be easy to 
get him hanged as a common murderer. ” 

“No, no! ” Hadur’s eyes held despair. “Have I not said he was protected? 







“Look!” 

He pointed an unsteady hand to the craggy summit almost directly 
overhead. A great arc of light burned steadily, a rainbow of Reaming Hre, 
and beneath it the black massive walls of a building stood humped against 
the sky. Nearby, a taller building loomed, whose metal domes and towers 
reflected the red light of the fiery arc aboye. A single straight gleaming 
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face. “Evadne, darling! It is Hugh! Hugh, your husband! Come hack to me. 

The frozen bewilderment broke up, her eyes met his with a sudden tragic 
awareness. “Hu^l Hu^, save me! Something . . . bolds me! Hugh . . . my 
darling!'' 

Prince Dena rose and pul a hand on her arm. Instantly all the quick color 
faded from her face, and she turned with the old dreaming adoration to 
the Prince. “We welcome you to our palace, Sir Hugh Willett!’’The High 
Priest bowed mockingly, Evadne's hand clasped in his own. “Tonight we 
celebrate my union with this woman whom Melek Taos has seen fit to 
bestow on me, his devoted servant. Never has it been my lot to hold such 
golden loveline^fe in my arms before.” 

Sir Hugh strove to speak, to move, to curse that smiling, wonderfully 
chistdied face that looked down upon him. The roaring increased in his 

their master, they receded suddenly like a tide ebbing, and the taunting 
voice of his enemy came clear through the mist and confusion. 

“Not yet, not yet, my servants! He shall join in our Feast tonight. He 

witness the sacrifice at the rising of the new moon, and stand helpless, 0 
Melek Taos, when thou dost stoop from they heaven to the Altar! Stoop 
to thy victim - the perfect sacrifice which I will give thee at the rising of 
the moon!” 

The tide of fire rolled back, sweeping with it those agonized shrieking 
figures — back — back, with an ever'diminishing hum and crackle, until the 
vast hall stood empty. The two on the platform vanished also, leaving Sir 
Hugh shaking in every limb, leaning on Hadur with eyes staring wildly at 
the deserted thrones of ebony above him. 

“Gone! With him — with him!” 

Suddenly he made a dash to the an^hed doorway by which he had 
entered, but as he neared the fire-mist, a flame shot out and curled about 

Staggering back, he looked around the great empty hall and discovered 
other archways set in every wall between broad pillai%,on which the signs 
of the zodiac gleamed in red and gold. No doors barred iheso open archc.s. 

Yet Sir Hugh could not pa.vs them. 

each empty threshold hi turn. From each he was hurled back by some 
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look around me and assuage the frightened part of my mind that all is as it 
should be. 

I shielded my eyes, for a moment, from the bright white light of the 
second sphere. When my pupils had adapted to the new illumination, I 

client—their bodies threw obscure shadows into the second sphere. My 
own body, too, lay on the ground, but I was not concerned with it at 
present. I stood up and walked out of the tent. 

The Chenoo’s scent was still upon the air in the village, faint but 
unmistakable. The breeze wafted it from the woods that lay to the north 
and west of the village, and I knew it was there that my hunt would lead 
me. Resolutely, I walked toward the trees. 

My first need was to acquire some allies. I doubted my ability to catch 
the Chenoo by myself, though I was sure I could destroy him once I had 

ability to be nearly everywhere at once, and loyalty. Or rather, several 

I walked through the woods. The trees were mostly balsam and fir, 
with a few red spruce daring to intrude here and there among their 
cousins. I caught fleeting glimpses of the shadows cast by mortal animals 
that dwelt here—deer shyly running from me, sniffing my presence even 
through the curtain that separates the first and second spheres. Raccoons 
lumbered by, and red squirrels raced up and down the trees sides with 
almost careless* abandon. 1 thought I spied a moose once, but it is difficult 
to tell with the shadowy forms the way they were. 

I arrived at a clearing and sat down, cross-legged, on a spot of bare 

began to chant. 
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come to mind. But you must promise me that you will help me first, 

“No. Our need is more pressing.” 

I hate to haggle; it's such a waste of valuable 


le. “My 





The Chenoo 


body. Consequently, he would try to lead us to a place where his size 
could be used to greater advantage—a clearing of some sort. Once there, he 
would turn and fight his two would-be destroyers. 

Through the forest we sped in pursuit of the ice demon. The boy 
matched me stride for stride—not an easy feat. He was puffing and tired, 
but determined to go through it all with me. I began to think of him a 
















OLD CITY 
OF JADE 

by Thomas H. Knight 


THOMAS H. KNIGHT appeared a few times in the old science fiction 
magazines: The Man Who Was Dead. ASTOUNDING STORIES OF 
SUPER-SCIENCE, April, 1930; The Revenge of the Chosen. WONDER STORIES 
QUARTERLY. Fall, 1930; and Great Green Things, WONDER STORIES, April, 

foi^ Represents his only appewanc^in WEIRD TALES, and he did no^appear 


WE WERE IN A BEASTLY TIGHT corner, a hopeless half-dozen of us 
flat on our faces in a shellhole, cut off, barraged, cold meat, about at the 
end of things, when I first met Cedric Lawrence Baxter. 


I call it a shellhole, though really it was a crater into which a truck 
could duck and hide; but at that, not so deep that at any moment it could 
not be plowed and spattered a little deeper by one of the mortar bombs 

I was a First Looey in those piping days of hate, and had been ordered 
out with a double handful of men to see what could be done about a few 
vicious machine-gun nests which were holding up, it seemed, the entire 
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i had dropped before those devilish guns like a pitiful 
n tossed into the flicking knives of a giant reaper, 
rom our purpose, only six of us reached the doubtful 
»le. Eveiy German gun in the country began potting 

trategic position. From its vantage point we were 
able—when we could get in a shot—to tumble a gunner across his 
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flicked an eye. Cedric and I looked at each other. Through tlx* mask I 
could see his wondering face. Mine, I know, was questioning, wondtTing. It 
felt white and bloodless. We were anxious, eager, excited. And in addition, 
some other feeling was beginning to grip us. 

We shouted together then, each ready to bolt furiously if our voices 
brought too abrupt a response, but the sleepers slept on. We made 
ourselves conspicuous on the street then, our pistols in our hands. Cedric 
raised his weapon, and though I feared the sound of its fierce crash in that 
death-like quiet, I feared the sticky silence about me more. 

The pistol roared, the echoes pounded back and forth across the street, 

“They’re dead,” I whi^ered, a light sweat on my brow. “They’re dead. 
This is a city of the dead! Something’s happened! ” 

“You’re darn tootin’, somethin’s happened,” lauded Cedric somewhat 
strangely. “However did you figure that out?” Then, quickly overcoming 
our little case of nerves, we started toward the man nearest us. 
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took my placr in the pilot’s scat. I had watched Cedriu oporatt; the ship, of 
always buffaloed me. 

our exhausts, dropped that hip, powerful ship off the edge of lh<‘ hilhlop. I 
lifted her, swung around, headed for where I believed the Orinoco to lie. 
With one hand on the wheel, I ripped open Cedric’s tunic with the other. 
He was bleeding profusely. Was I to lose him now after all we’d gone 
through? But what could I do? Jungle bent^ath me! Good old Cedric, 
staunch companion, bleeding to death at my feet. 

steadied my great quivering bird as she hurled forward, and for the first 
time really realized what 1 had done. There 1 sat in behind the controls of 
the powerful plane, driving her, keeping her on even keel, feeling her 
answer the pressure of my finger tips, yet really knowing no more about 
flying than did the men of bronze back there on the hill-top. It frightened 
me. If she stalled, if we hit a pocket, if—if—oh, a thousand and one 
if’sl-what should I do? And Cedric, at my feet perhaps dying, 
perhaps—dead! 

Then the silver of the great river catching.the last flashes of the evening 
sun; and soon at full throttle I was over it. I eased down slowly, feeling my 
way, teaching myself the way down in a long glide. The river came up. Up! 
Up! Could I make it? I’d have to, or else — just as well a crpsh and the 
crocodiles as the spear through the body. 

But I made it! A smooth one! And without waiting to anchor I turned 
to Cedric, then the medcine case, and in a little while I felt better about 
things; felt proud as punch about my air ability, thankful about Cedric. 
We spend the night there. Next morning, with Cedric holding hi.-^ own, I 

me. All day I—green—never with a wheel or joy-stick in my. hand before, 
kept her going, and at the close of day again brought her in over Quito. 

Tickled? Boy, that’s not the word! I’d show ’em. “When they came out 
to greet us and found me operating that crate, wouldn’t they shout?” I 
asked myself in my glee. Up came the field. Down we went. E'asily. 

Nicely. A sweet glide. Man, I had it! What it took to run a plane I- 

“Wham!” Something didn’t work right. A “stall,” I believe they call it. 
Not enough gliding angle. We went down flat, stood up on our nose, hung 
a while end on end, turned over. 

I was in one bed, Cedric in the next some time after that, both 
decidedly the worse for rough treatment. 
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“I think, Mcssire,” he finaJly replied, “that we have all been decoyed by 
a malefic sorcery; and that you, myself, the demoiselle Fleurellc, and the 
maid Angelique, are all in deadly peril of both soul and body.” 

“That, also, is my thought.” said Gerard. “And I believe it would he well 
that you and I should sleep only by turnvs; and that he who ki-i'ps vigil 
should retain in his hands my hornbeam staff, whose end 1 shall now 
sharpen with my dagger. I am sure that you know the manner in which it 
should be employed if there are any intruders; for if such should come, 
there would be no-doubt as to their character and their intentions. We are 
in a castle which has no legitimate existence, as the guests of people who 
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THE MYSTERY 
IN ACATLAN 

by Rachael Marshall & Maverick Terrell 



IT WAS IN THE EXPLORERS’ CLUB that I lirst noticed the 
expression in Haryey Larrison’s eyes when Anthony's dog came in. 
Larri^n did not move; there was a barely perceptible pause between the 
puffs of his pipe; yet for a moment, before he could clamp down on his 
nerves, fear looked out of them — stark, staring fear, almost instantly 
controlled. The dog was an unusually handsome one and he went the 

No one else had noticed the betraying flush in Larrison's eyes. Had it been 
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“A moment more she stared at me — a long, somber look-that seemed 
to be trying to read my inmost depths, and then she smiled. 

you.’ The light struck full on her as she came forward, and I was amazed at 
her gentle, delicate beauty, more of a child than of a woman. Oddly 
enough a small scar drew up one corner of her mouth into a whimsical 
sort of twist. 

‘*She took my hat from my hands and hung it up; she drew the chair 
toward the fire; then went and got my slippers from where 1 hadleft them 
under the table and set them by the fire. 

Then I weel make the coffee. I make ver’ good coffee.’ 

“I sat down because I didn’t know what else to do, but she seemed to 
take the situation as a matter of course. 

“She took off my shoes, unlacing them deftly and quickly, and thrust 
my feet into the slippers. One of them had a rent in the toe. 

‘Tonight 1 will mend that,’she said. 
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eyes were blinded by the full glare of the new light and he saw only dark 
shapes through a mist — huge shapes that moved slowly backward and 

was able to make out the details of the rough, pitted surface of the 
cup-like depression in which he lay. 

For several feel about him stretched a hard, black, granulated expanse 

here and there with poxlike indentations from which moisture oozed. The 
circumambient soil was all of the same dark color, rough and level, but at a 

He was lying upon his back in the center of a small, craterlike depression 
and staring upward at a sky which shone with an unearthly radiance, an 
amber sky surmounted by an amber sun, and flecked, here and there, with 
clouds so densely black that they conveyed a sense of cosmic unreality, of 

It was not the sky, however, that threatened his sanity, but the 
aberrant, hostile shapes which, surrounding the cavity in which he lay, 
menaced him with their waving tentacles and clawlike hands. 

Only the claws and tentacles were clearly visible from where he lay, but 
dimly through the radiance which poured down on him from above he 
could discern the animating bodies behind these appendages. They were 
tall and vaguely anthropomorphic in outline - man-like bodies 
surmounted by faces whose luminous eyes glared down at him through the 
yellow glare. 

Desperately he fought to keep their claws from piercing his clothes, 
struggled and pleaded and moaned, while they toyed with him, in 
insatiable curiosity. They turned him over, lifted him up, and with shrill, 
stridulous ululations examined his arms, his legs, the very garments which 
cov4Ted him. At last one of them, more persistent than its fellows, 
imbedded its claws in his hair and lifted him ruthlessly from the earth. 


Agonizingly h(; was jerked into the air, and held aloft for the edification 
of his tormentors. Beneath the dazzling light he could see the creatures 
clearly, and his mind reeled at the abnormality of what he saw. From the 
waist upward they resembled men, albeit men of a simian and degraded 
caste, with hairy torsos' pointed ears and huge arms terminating in black, 
stubby hands. But in lieu of legs they supported themselves on eight 
squirming tentacles, which spread downward and outward from their 
thighs, branching as naturally and inevitably from their bodies as limbs in a 
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